

The Cries of London, 


A Bottle of good wholefome liquor. 
May make the wit of man much 
quicker ; 

But while you’re merry pray be wife. 
For poifon at the bottom lies. ~ 

This poor but honeft fellow’s cafe 
Is to exift by broken glafs ; 

While many a thoughtlefs man, by 
foakinu. 


Any Flint Glafs or broken Bottles for 
a poor Man to-day P 
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